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My body is hale and strong,
'Tis the life which is ill at ease,
With the carking care of a deep despair, More deadly than fell disease.
" For back of my brain there broods
A horror of grisly fear, A sense of calamity creeping
Nearer and yet more near.
0  God, the torment I bear Of this imminent misery!
1  pray thee, healer of flesh, Canst thou do naught for me ?"
The kindly doctor smiled.
" Tut, tut, my morbid friend! Thy mind is befogged with fancies
That to causeless terror trend. Hysteria is the foe,
Begot of melancholy. Come, stir thy stumps I   Away with dumps I
Take a heartful of joy and be jolly.
" 'Tis Christmas-tide.   Perchance
Thou hast worked too long at thy books, And solitude, study, and vigil
Play the deuce with merry looks. Cheer up 1   Of feast and gladness
'Tis now the roaring time. Come thou with me I    We'll go and see
The Drury Pantomime.